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From hence again I pass'd unto our house,
If she by- chance had been returned home.
The Greeks were there, and had it all beset:
The wasting fire, blown up by drift of wind,
Above the roof in blazing flame sprang up,
The sound whereof with fury pierced the skies.
To Priam's palace and the castle then
I made; and there at Juno's sanctuair,
In the void porches, Phenix, Ulysses eke,
Stern guardians stood, watching of the spoil.
The riches here were set, reft from the brent
Temples -of Troy: the tables of the gods,
The vessels eke that were of massy gold,
And vestures spoil'd, were gather'd all in heap.
The children orderly, and mothers pale for fright,
Long ranged on a row stood round about.

So bold was I to show my voice that night
With clepes and cries to fill the streets throughout,
With Creuse' name in sorrow, with vain tears;
And oftensithes the same for to repeat.
The town restless with fury as I sought,
The unlucky figure of Creusa's ghost,
Of stature more than wont, stood fore mine even.
Abashed then I woxe: therewith my hair
Gan start right up: my voice stack in my throat,
When with such words she gan my heart remove:
'What helps to yield unto such furious rage,
Sweet spouse?' quod she.    'Without will of the gods
This chanced not: ne lawful was for thee
To lead away Creusa hence with thee:
The King of the high heaven suffereth it not*
A long exile thou art assign'd to bear,
Long to furrow large space of stormy seas:
So shalt thou reach at last Hesperian land,
Where Lydian Tiber ^ith his gentle stream
Mildly doth flow along the fruitful fields.
There mirthful wealth, there kingdom is for theej
There a king's child prepared to be thy make.
For thy beloved Creusa stint thy tears:
For now shall I not see the proud abodes
Of Myrmidons, nor yet of Dolopes:
Ne I, a Troyan lady and the wife
Unto the son of Venus the goddess,
Shall go a slave to serve the Greekish dames.

Me here the god's great mother holds------

And now farewell: and keep in father's breast